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remain some time in the saloon. Lothair talked mucli to
tlie Consul's wife, by whose side sat Madame Phoebus. St.
Aldegonde was always on his legs, distracted by the rival
attractions of that lady and her husband. More remote,
Bertram whispered to Euphrosyne, who answered him with
laughing eyes.

At a certain hour, the Consul, attended by his male
guests, crossing a court, proceeded to his divan, a lofty and
capacious chamber painted In fresco, and with no furniture
except the low but broad raised seat that surrounded the
room. Here, when they were seated, an equal number of
attendants (Arabs in Arab dress, blue gowns and red
slippers and red caps) entered, each proffering a long pipe-
of cherry or jasmine wood. Then in a short time guests
dropped in, and pipes and coffee were immediately brought
to them. Any person who had been formally presented to
the Consul had this privilege, without any farther invita-
tion. The society often found in these consular divans in
the more remote places of the east, Cairo, Damascus, Je-
rusalem, is often extremely entertaining and instructive.
Celebrated travellers, distinguished men of science, artists,
adventurers who ultimately turn out to be heroes, eccen-
tric characters of all kinds, are here encountered, and give
the fruits of their original or experienced observation with-
out reserve.

* It is the smoking-room over again,' whispered St. Al-
degonde to Lothair, * only in England one is so glad to get
away from the women, but here, I must say, I should have
liked to remain behind.'

An individual in a Syrian dress, fawn-coloured robes
girdled with a rich shawl, and a white turban, entered.
He made his salute with grace and dignity to the Consul,
touching his forehead, his lip, and his heart, and took his
seat with the air of one not unaccustomed to be received, play-
ing, until he received his chibouque, with a ehaplet of beads.